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The moft lamentable T rdgedk 

Timu O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen. 

And bow thisfeeblcruine to the earth, 

If any power pitties wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would rhou kneele with me? 

Doe then deare heart, for heauen flball hcare our prayers, 
Or with oui figns weele breath the welkin dirame> * 
A nd flame the funne with foggeas fometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting boforocs* 

M areas. Ch hrother fpeake with poliibilitics. 

And do not breake in?o thde deepe extreames, 

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe, hauing nobottome? 
Then be my paffios bottom! effe with them# 

Marcus. But yet let reafon gouernethy lament. 

Titus, lfrhere were reafon for thefc miftries, 
ThenintoHmitscouldl bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth wcepe, doth not the earth drefiow? 
If the windes rage, doth northefca waxmad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolncface? 

And wiltrnou haueareafonfor this coile? 

I am the fea* Hark c how her fi ghes doe flow t 
Shee is the weeping welkin. I the earth : 

Then m tiff my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then muff my earth with her continual! tea: es, v 
Become a deluge : ouerfloived and drowned : 

Tor why. my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a.drunkard rmil! I vomit rheuJ. 

Then giue me Jeaue. lor loofers will haueleaur, 

To ealetheu flomackes with their bitter tongue?.. 

Enter, a meffenger with two heads and a hand. 

h'hffen. W orthy Andrcnicus y ill artthou repaid-. 

For tnat good hand thou fcntfl the Emperour : 

He ere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes#, 
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And 


Exit: 


6 f Titus An dr on icus] 

. ,1 Viand in fcornc to thee fentbacke : 

^..Thy^mockt: 

5K 0 e isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathersdeath, 

JfaU NowlethotiEtnacoolcinOahe, 

And be my hartaneuer-burnmg hell : 

Thcfe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that wcepe.doth eafelome deale, 

Rut forrow flouted at, is double death. 

L' c* Ah that this fightlhouldmake fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted liftnot flninke thereat : 

That euer death fhouldletlife beare his name, 

Where life hath no more intereftl but to breath. 

Man. Alas poorehart thatkiffeis comfoitlelle, 

Asfrozenwatertoaftaruedfnake, ■ 

Tims. When will this fearefull dumber haae an end? 

Oliar. Now farewell flatteric, die Jndr omens, 

Thoudoft not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc 1 
Thy other banifhtfOnne with this deere light 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now namore willl controulemy griefes, t . 

Eentofthy lilucthaire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, arid be this difmall light 
The doling vp of our mo ft w re tc hed ey es : 

Mow is a time to ftorme, why art thon flill ? 

Tim. Ha, ha, ha. . , . . , 

Mm. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with thisheure. 
Tim. Why i haueuot another teare to Hied : 

Befides,this forrow is an cnemie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way ihall i findeR'-uenges CaueJ 
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